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the bed, said to him: "Brother, you are sleeping here. I have
come to see you. You know I was accused by that fellow and I
have been in prison. I still suffer from an issue of blood and
I have suffered greatly, for I have been unable to escape from
the unpleasantness. The other day you were kind enough to
pray for mercy for me and my sentence was reduced by three
parts. Still that fellow insists that I must be punished severely.
He demanded your arrest. I have come to warn you lest,'
sooner or later, you should fall into his hands. Now I am going
to find a place for myself. Take care of yourself. Do not go to
too many parties, and, when you go, come back early. Remem-
ber what I say." She threw her arms round him and sobbed.
"Sister," Hsi-men Ch'ing cried, "tell me where you are
going." But she pulled her hands away from him. He woke
up and found it was a dream. And, when he woke, his eyes
were filled with tears. From the shadow of the blind upon the
floor, he knew that it was about noon. He was very sad.
The snow has settled
Its brightness shines upon the window.
The fire is nearly out and the bed is cold.
They meet again in a dream of love
And the breeze sends the fragrance of plum blossom
Through the curtains.
That morning they had sent presents to the Ch'iaos. Now
Mistress Ch'iao sent Ch'iao T'ung with an invitation to the
Moon Lady and the other ladies. The Moon Lady was told
that Hsi-men Ch'ing was asleep in his study so she did not
wish to disturb him. She entertained Ch'iao T'ung in the inner
court. But Golden Lotus said: "Give me the card. I will go
and see what he says." She came to the study and found
Hsi-men lying on the bed. She sat down on the bed. "My
son," she said, "you are talking to yourself. What is the matter
with you? No wonder nobody ever sees you nowadays. You
are too comfortable here."
As she talked, she looked more closely at him and saw that
he had been crying. "What makes your eyes sored?" she said.
"Perhaps because I fell off the pillow," Hsi-men said.
"No, you have been crying."
'Ton silly slave," Hsi-m£n said. "Why should I cry?"
"You have been thinking of someone who is still dear to you."

